The Old Lion Dying
galloped from the mound, on smoking horses, like a flight
of arrows shot to all corners of the field.
Upon the hill, bands began to play to hearten the col-
umns forming for attack. Those columns moved down
all over the slope behind him; and from the next quarter-
hour on, the shallow green saucer was filled to the brim
with racing colorful tides swinging up the slope to the
ridge, foaming round the defending batteries, vanishing
over the hill, only to reappear, front battalions flung back
on the rear, recede down into the valley, there to reform
and race up again.
Under the screeching arcs of the guns, d'Erlon's foot
first marched forward, across the valley and up the slope,
two hundred front, shoulder to shoulder and many files
deep. On their flanks hovered the green mounted chas-
seurs, restraining their chargers to keep pace with the
infantry.
As he saw this brave array, so closely packed, legs,
arms, bayonets in matchless unison, Napoleon shuddered.
Another blunder of his new generals! That close forma-
tion was disastrous. Shot tore great rents in the green
and blue squares, ever dwindling in both length and
breadth, but ever closing in and swinging upward.
But they gained the ridge, sabered the gunners; the
front ranks crowded over and dropped behind the hill,
then rushed back, not in platoons now but mixed with
Gordon plaids and scarlet Inniskillings and the mounted
Scots Grays, who rolled them downward to the valley
where, with a forlorn valor, they turned at bay.
In the east, meanwhile, toward the knot of gables in
Papelotte, a shining cloud of cuirassiers moved majesti-
cally forward. Suddenly, at the foot of the slope, where
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